And my blood be cold the while
And my heart unmoved?

\Vhv should he think me cruel

Or that he is betraved?

I'd have him love the thing that was

Before the world was made.

Ill
A  FIRST   COXFESSIOX

I ADMIT the briar

Entangled in my hair

Did not injure me;

Ivly blenching and trembling,

>sorhing but dissembling,

ISTothing but coquetry.

I long for truth, and yet
I cannot stay from that
!Nly better self disowns,
For a man's attention
Brings such satisfaction
To the craving in rny bones.

Brightness that I pull back

From the Zodiac,

"Why rhose questioning eyes

That are fixed upon me?

\Vhat can they do but shun me

If empty night replies?

309